FIRE BELOW

which they had been lately dismissed. If this
were so and we were indeed to join them, it was
clearly unwise to delay, for any moment their
number would begin to diminish and this
would increase such risk as we were to run.
Without more ado, I therefore, gave Bell his
instructions and bade him get back to the car.
We watched his retreating figure, and when
the Rolls had stolen into the shadows, we
turned to the bridge.
By one consent we parted, and casually
mingled with such as were "going our way. . . .
As I was leaving the road, I saw George
nearing the bar in the midst of the bridge,
and though I could not see Rowley, I knew that
he was between us, for I had watched him go on.
It was well we had wasted no time, for
already those crossing were fewer than when
we had first arrived, but, the passage by the.
bar being narrow, the press there was still
thick enough to offer a fair protection to a man
that stuck close to the wall.
Now as I came up to the bar, I found myself
next to a peasant who had drunk more than his
fill. He was not reeling, but he was very
unsteady, and he cursed and muttered as though
he were sick of life. He was bearing upon his
shoulder a basket of good-looking figs, which
threatened every moment to leave their perch,
and I could not help thinking that if they came
safe to market, their porter would be lucky
indeed. I think the press annoyed him, for
he was in that condition which needs more than
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